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Steve, carrying a box with the last of his things from his parents' home, hurried through the icy rain and 
sleet mix from the bus stop towards the flat he and Sav now shared, rented after the band's tour ended a 
couple of weeks ago. Ducking gratefully under the awning over the building's doorway, he shifted the box on his 
hip and fumbled for his keys. He found the right ones eventually and let himself inside, then headed up the 
stairs and unlocked the door of the flat. A quick glance around showed that Sav, who'd gone out to collect the 
last of his things as well, wasn't yet back. 


Steve turned on the wireless and headed to the kitchen first thing, pulling out the big soup pot, shredding up 
the leftover chicken pieces his mum had sent along with him and covering them with tinned chicken stock, then 
setting it on the cooker with the hob turned to medium-high. Normally, he'd make his own stock, but the soup 
wouldn't be ready before midnight if he was to do so right now, and he and Sav would need to eat something 
well before then. As he waited for the start of the soup base to come to a simmer, he started chopping the 
vegetables she'd also sent with him to go into the pot. 


Once the soup was started, Steve set to work organising his half of the wardrobe first thing, then when he'd 
finished that, headed back into the kitchen to find space for the rest of the battered old pots and pans his 
mum had given him for his new flat, saying that she expected him to use them once in a while and not rely on 
takeaway for every meal. He'd laughed and agreed. The job finished, he put the kettle on, frowning when he 
realised it had gone full dark and Sav still hadn't come back. They didn't have a phone yet, that would be put in 


next week, so he supposed that Sav might have been asked to stay to dinner, or simply got to visiting with his 
parents and lost track of the time but didn't have a way to reach him. 


Just then, Steve heard the scrape of a key in the lock and hurried into the sitting room as Sav opened the 
door and limped inside. Steve took one look and bit off an exclamation of concern. His boyfriend looked positively 
awful; bits of ice melting in the hair plastered to his neck and face, one eye swollen and rapidly blackening, and 
streaks of blood on his face from a split lip as well as a cut up near his hairline. He shivered, teeth chattering, 
and clutched several rather waterlogged books against his chest as he wobbled his way into the kitchen and 
dropped heavily into a chair. 


"Bloody hell, baby, what happened?" Steve asked, following him in 


"Fucking p-p-punks,” Sav rasped out, his voice hoarse and slightly breathless. "Decided the little f-fairy getting 
off the bus all alone made a g-g-good target, since most people are staying inside and out of the weather. Was 
maybe s-six of ‘em. They g-got my old acoustic, but tossed my b-b-books, so | managed to collect some of 
‘em. Dunno if they'll survive, though." He coughed. 


Steve shook his head. "Let's get you out of these wet things straightaway," he said. "Then we can see what 
might need doing, both for the books, and for you. Especially as it sounds as though you're coming down with 
something on top of the beating you took" 


"Yeah," Sav agreed. "I don't feel so good. Throat hurt some even before | headed to Mum's." 


Steve gently pulled the books one by one from Sav's grasp, setting them on the table, then tugged his 
boyfriend to his feet. "And getting so thoroughly cold and soaked isn't helping," he said. "| know you don't get 
sick just from being cold and wet, but if you're already sick, it's likely to make you feel worse. Come on, baby, 
you can warm up some in the shower whilst the kettle's heating for tea. Think you can manage alone, or 


should | squeeze in there with you?" He guided Sav into their miniscule bathroom as he spoke. 


"| can m-manage," Sav croaked. "Just standing under hot w-water, | can do that." He reached in and turned on 
the water, adjusting the temperature to as hot as possible without burning himself. He got his t-shirt off 
easily enough, and toed off his shoes and socks, but swayed when he bent to push his trousers down. "Whoa." 


he mumbled, putting his hand to his head. 


Steve reached out to steady him. "| got you, baby. Let me do this. Did they hit your head hard enough that | 
ought to check you for concussion?” As he spoke, he knelt and eased Sav's trousers and pants down, having 
Sav balance by leaning on his shoulders as he lifted his feet out of the fabric trap around his ankles. 


"Don't think so," Sav told him. "B-been in worse fights back in school. There was just a-a lot of ‘em, and | 


already felt bad." 


"Right, then," Steve said, standing back up and peering into his boyfriend's eyes for a moment. To his relief, Sav 
had no trouble focusing on him, and even gave him a small smile. 


"Thanks, love," he mumbled. "I'd kiss you, but | don't wanna get you sick too." 


Steve leaned in and softly kissed Sav's cheek. "If it happens, it happens," he said. "Into the shower with you, 
baby, start warming up. I'll go get out something dry and comfortable for you to put on when you're done. 
Also, use my blow dryer when you're done. | know you'd rather let your hair air-dry so it don't go frizzy, but 
you'll just get chilled again sitting about with a wet head" 


Sav sighed, then coughed hard enough that he swayed again as he winced and put a hand to his throat. Rather 
than answer verbally, he simply nodded and stepped into the shower. 


Steve frowned slightly and gathered up the wet clothes, putting them into the laundry basket and counting 
himself grateful that their block of flats included a coin-op launderette in the basement for the residents to 
use. He set out towels and his hair dryer, then rummaged out Sav's jogging bottoms and a long-sleeved t- 


shirt, which he also set out by the towels. 

Sav stepped out of the shower and wrapped himself up in the towel, drying off as quickly as he could before 
gratefully stepping into the clothes Steve left for him. Then he picked up the blow dryer and his comb, sighing 
as his curly hair frizzed out from the force of the hot air. Still, he had to admit to himself that he would 
have gotten chilled very quickly if he'd let his hair air-dry. He coughed and padded out to the kitchen 


"Here's a cup of tea for your throat, baby," Steve said, pouring the hot drink and handing it over to his 
boyfriend. "Lemon and honey in there for you." 


"Thanks," Sav croaked, taking the tea and sipping gratefully. Despite the hot drink and the warm and dry 


clothes, he started to shiver. 


Steve frowned and put a hand to his boyfriend's forehead. "You got a fever, baby. Maybe you ought to go to 
bed, or at least tuck up in blankets on the sofa?" 


‘lm oka." Sav broke off as he started coughing. "Well, maybe l'm not okay," he said once he caught his breath 
again. He winced and rubbed his throat. 


"Yeah, bed for you, baby," Steve said firmly. He steered Sav into the bedroom and tucked him in to a tired grin 
from his boyfriend. 


"You don't have to," Sav rasped. "You'll get sick too." 


‘Maybe | will, maybe | won't, but you need to rest, baby," Steve said. "lm going to pop out to Boots and pick up 
some Benylin for you, and anything else | can think of that you might need." 


Sav reached out and squeezed his hand. "You're too good to me. Love you, Steve." 


‘| love you, too, Sav," Steve murmured. "Finish your tea and try to get some rest, baby, and I'll be back as 


quickly as | can" 
"Be careful, it's bloody slick out there," Sav said, then coughed. 


"| will, | promise," Steve reassured him. He leaned over and kissed Sav's forehead, frowning at the heat coming 
off him. "Ill be back soon" He left the bedroom and grabbed his jacket, hurrying out of the flat and up the 

road to the nearest Boots. He picked up a large bottle of Benylin, a package of Lockets, and some paracetamol, 
along with a couple boxes of tissues. From there, he headed to the Co-op and hurriedly picked up eggs, bread, 


butter, and some quick oats, plus some oranges and orange juice. 


He got back to the flat and left the bags in the kitchen, then peeked in at his boyfriend. Sav appeared to be 
sleeping reasonably comfortably, although snoring due to his obviously stuffed-up nose, so he popped back into 
the kitchen to give the soup a stir and put away the groceries he'd just bought. After that, he did what he 
could for the books Sav managed to salvage, first blotting them with tea towels - giving silent thanks that 
both of their mums decided to give them bunches of those when they said they were getting a flat together 
closer to their rehearsal space - and then standing them upright, opening them as far as he could whilst 


keeping them balanced, so that the pages would hopefully not stick together as they dried. 


The soup was nearly ready, so Steve tossed in some noodles and checked Sav again. His fever seemed higher, 
and Steve cursed himself for not thinking to get a thermometer when he'd gone to Boots. He decided that if 
his boyfriend didn't wake up in half an hour, he'd wake him, if for no reason than to get some paracetamol into 


him to try to reduce the fever. 


Sav woke himself with a particularly loud snort just as Steve stood up, then moaned and coughed when he sat 


up too quickly. "Ow.." he muttered. 


‘lm glad you got some rest, baby," Steve said softly, offering his boyfriend a supportive arm to get him 
sitting up. "But I'm glad you're awake and can take some medicine.. and I've got chicken soup just about ready, 


too." 
Sav blinked at him a little fuzzily. "Soup?" he rasped out. "You picked up some tins, then?" 


Steve smiled. "No, | cooked it. Mum sent me back with some leftovers from the family's Sunday roast, chicken 
and some veg - and with the weather today, | rather thought soup would taste good tonight. It's been going 
since | came back earlier this afternoon. | figured you'd have smelt it as soon as you walked in the door, but 
then again, as stuffed up as you are, | shouldn't be surprised you didn't" 


"You cooked?" Sav blinked again. "I didn't know you cooked. We've been busy enough getting moved in that we've 
had takeaway every right we've been here and not at rehearsal" He coughed again and rubbed at his throat. 


"Ow. My own personal chef?" 


Steve chuckled warmly. "Yeah, well.. Mum had her way in teaching me, when Da objected. Pointed out to him 
that cooking's a life skill, not a woman thing - and that most professional chefs are men. So yeah, | guess | can 


be the chef of Def Leppard. 


"Chef Leppard," Sav corrected. He tried to stand, wobbling a bit, and clutched at his boyfriend. "Need the loo. 
Don't wanna eat in bed, either," he added with a cough. 


"Right, then, up you get," Steve said, wrapping an arm around Sav and steadying him as he stood, then 


wrapping a fuzzy dressing gown around him before walking him to the loo. "You gonna be okay in there alone?" 
"Yeah, | think so," Sav said. "Toilets close enough to the wall that | can lean if | need to." 


"Okay, but don't try to leave the room without me," Steve said, walking him to the door but politely waiting 
outside for his boyfriend to take care of himself. He heard a coughing fit, but nothing to indicate that Sav 
needed help, so he remained where he was and tried to convince himself that Sav was a grown man and could 


judge for himself if he could stand up long enough to pee. 


Sav took care of business despite needing to lean on the wall when a coughing fit overcame him, and washed 


up, then opened the door again. "| survived," he attempted to joke. 


Steve slipped his arm back around his boyfriend, appreciating the attempt at lightening his worry. "So | see," he 
said. "Do you feel up to sitting in the kitchen to eat?" 


"I think so," Sav agreed. "Easier to clean up, if | cough and spill anything.” 


"Good point," Steve conceded, guiding them into the kitchen and seating Sav at the little table. He poured 
another cup of tea and handed it to his boyfriend along with a pair of paracetamol tablets. "Here, take these 


first, so we can start getting your fever down" 


"Yes, dear," Sav joked, but obediently took the pills. He decided he really couldn't blame Steve for fretting, as he 
knew he'd be doing the same thing if his boyfriend had been the ill one. The steam from the tea caused his 
nose to run, but he saw that Steve had anticipated this and had a box of tissues ready and waiting. He blew 
his nose as his boyfriend dished up the soup and placed a bowl before him along with a slice of buttered 
bread. With his nose mostly clear - for a few seconds, anyway - he appreciatively inhaled the savoury aroma. 


"Steve, this is amazing, love," he said, then gave a rumble of pleasure as he spooned up a taste. 


Steve smiled, tension leaving his shoulders at Sav's reaction to the soup. "I'm glad you like it," he said simply. 


‘lm sure you're not super hungry, but do eat as much as you can, itll help you get better" 


Sav's eyes softened as he looked at his boyfriend's concerned face. "I will, love, | promise." He ate slowly, mostly 
due to needing to pause for coughing fits, but managed to eat the entire bowl of soup and half of his bread 
and butter. 


"All done, baby?" Steve asked. At Sav's nod, he took away the bowl for washing up, then asked, "Do you want to 
go right back to bed? Or do you want to tuck in on the sofa for a bit, maybe watch a bit of telly?" 


Sav coughed. "Bed," he decided reluctantly. "Can't concentrate enough to watch telly. Play something for me?" 


"Of course, baby," Steve said with a soft smile. "Just let me run water in the bowls, | can finish the washing 
up later." Suiting action to words, he put his own bowl and the bread plate into the sink, filching and eating the 
last bit of Sav's bread and butter as he did so. He poured more tea for them both, picking up the mugs in one 
hand and offering the other to help his boyfriend up. "Grab the tissues, will you?" 


"Okay," Sav agreed, snagging the box once he was on his feet. 


Steve got him settled comfortably into bed once more, then poured him a dose of Benylin and placed the 
packet of Lockets by his tea. Then he pulled out the older acoustic guitar that he kept at home and checked 
the tuning. "Any requests, baby?" he asked. 


Sav shook his head as he opened the package of Lockets and slipped one into his mouth. "Anything you want, 
love. | just enjoy listening to you." 


Steve blushed and mumbled, "Thanks," before launching into Led Zeppelin's Going to California From there, he 
played Deep Purple's Hush, followed by a lullaby his mum used to sing when he was little. By the time that 
ended, Sav had fallen asleep. Steve kissed his forehead, pleased to note that despite his boyfriend still feeling 
overly warm, the fever did seem to be down from what it had been earlier. He went and took care of the 


washing up, then headed back to the bedroom with a book. Sav had fallen asleep with the light on, after all, and 
for some reason, he felt better for being right there in case his boyfriend needed him. 


The two stayed in their flat for the next several days, aside from Steve making one more trip to the Co-op 
for more food. The blond guitarist enjoyed the opportunity to show off his cooking skills to his boyfriend, even 
if they'd both have preferred it to have happened for some reason other than Sav's illness. But Steve kept Sav 
well-fed with easy foods for a sore throat, including poached eggs on toast, creamy porridge, and a carrot- 


ginger soup his mum used to make whenever anyone in his family had fallen ill. 


Sav still had a bit of a lingering cough, but felt much better, even picking up the rubbish around the bedroom 
as Steve fixed breakfast and changing the bedsheets. 


"Sav, it's read." Steve called, breaking off in a fit of harsh coughing. 


"Oh, bloody helll" Sav muttered. 


